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£ PICTURE WIZARDRY )

BY GEORGENE FAULKNER.

HEN 1 am old

. e¢nough I sha!l be a

a‘ " sallor and go to

! wen,” sald i1oung

seorge Washington,

as be watched the

great ships sail up

the I'otomac River.

: “How 1 wish 1
coula go fo scua,’ he said to his father.
“Do you think ! can when I grow up,
father.”

“Why, who knows, George; mayhe you
will serve the king and be an admiral in
the navy.” laughed Lis father. And then
he told the eager little boy storles of hls
trips on the oceam

One day his little friend, Richard
Heury I.oe. came running to George in
great excitcment. “My father is coming
home on the boat which is coming up the
river; come down to the dock with me.”

George needed no second invitation,
and scon Dickey and he were jumpling up
and down on the wharf, and soon they
were greeting Richard's father.

“Richard, 1 have brought vyou these
two books.™ said Mr. Lee. *“See that you
liandle them with great care.”
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Now the children in those days did not

have mauy books, so you can imagine how
Happy Hichard was to receive them. *Oh,
thank you, father,”” he said, “but may I
give one (o George?”

“Yes, indeed, my son,” answered Mr.
ILee, 327 he was well pleased with the
boy’s generosity, and, turning to Mz
Washington, who was also there to meet
him, be sald: *“Let us hope our boys will
dlways be as good neighbors and friends
as we have been.” ¢

Little George was so happy that he
just hugged Rlichard and then he took the
book home and read it to his mother and
to all his colored friends.

“Now, George, you must write Rich-
ard a note of thanks,” said Mes. Wash-
ington.

“But 1T did thank him down at the
dock; 1 just hugged him, and he knew I
liked it,”" said little George.

Mrs. Washington looked sternly at her
small son: her word was law and was not
to be questioned. "I said you were to
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write a note of thanks to Richard,” she re-
peated firmly. *That {s ' the courteous
thing to do, and tell him how much you
have enjoyed your hook.”
So little George wrote the following:
George Washington to Richard Henry
Lee:

Dear Dickey:—I1 thank you very
much for the pretty picture book you
gave me. Sam asked me to show him
the pictures and I showed him all the
pictures in it, and I read to him how
the tame elephant took care of the
master's little boy and put him on his
back and would not let anybody touch
his master’s little son.. 1 ecan read
three or four pages sometimes with-
ont missing a word. Ma says I may
g0 to see you aml stay all day with
¥ou next week if it be not rainy. &he
says I may ride my pony Hero If
Uncle Ben will go with me and lead
Hero. Your good friend,

GEORGE WASHINGTON.

treorge was very proud of his big
brothers, and he often told the other boys
at school about them. One day he came
shouting upon the playground. “Lawrence
is coming home, Lawrence is coming home
on the next big ship from England,” and
all the boys shared in the excitement with
young George when Lawrence arrived.

Although Lawrence was fourteen rears
older than George, he was very fond «f Lis
little brother and George idolized his big
brother.

Lawrence taught George how to shoot,
and he took him hunting with him, young
Gevurge riding proudly along on his pony
Hero, while his older brother told hum tales
of his life in England.
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The big brother had hardly beeu home a
Fear when war broke ount between kngland
and Spain and Lawrence Washington =ailed
away to serve under Admiral Vernorn. When
George heard of his brave brother tizhting
in a naval engagement he felt that Law-
rence was indeed a hero, and every day
young George would say, “When i1 am as
big as Lawrence I shall be a sailor and go
away en a ship and fight for the king ™

And then he would play that he wes an
officer on the sea and he would command
all bis playmates as sailors, and because he
always played fair and was a natural leader
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his friends gladly followed him in these
games.

Sometimes he would get all the berys in
the schoolyard to play they were soldiers
and with cornstalks for guns he would put
them through a drill.
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When he was about 15 years old he felt
that he must begin to earn his own w ay in
the worid. His one desire had bheen to go to
seid. And so he talked it over with his fam-
ilv. 1lis mother felt sorry to nave him
leave her, and yet she knew that all his life
he had longed to go to sea, and now that the
time bBad come for him to earn his place in
the world be must choose some occupation,
80 she gave a somewhat unwilling eonsent.

His brothers encouraged George in this
idea, and Lawrence, knowing many otfiicers
in the navy, felt sure that he could sbtuin a
place for George in the navy. George was
very much pleased at the plan, and when
the ship came from England he counid hardly
wait to go on board.

“I am to sail with you this tire, eap-
tair,” =aid young Georze. “All my life 1
bave wished to be a sallor, and now .I am
going to sea.”

“That is good, George,” =aid the rugged
captain. *“You are big and strong and ¥
doubt not yon are willing to do hard work,
for a sallor does not have an easy life. you
k]_]OW."
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Young George was not afraid of hard
work, and he told the eaptain that he was
willing to obey all orders. Then he went
up to the honse and dressed himseif in his
new saflor’'s suit. He wns so delighted with
himself that he walked all about the p.unta-
tion and showed his clothes to all Lis col-
ored friends.

“You sure do look mighty spruce, Massa
George ! said Sam.

“Law bress you, honey! TUncle Ben
never wud knowed you. You certaiu look
powerful grand, jest like you all's big Bre'r
Lawrence.” :

George did not need any warmer nraise
than to be told that he looked like Lawrence,

BEAR .J_JOESN’T’ KNOW A GOOD. MEAL_IS SO NEAR.

and he smiled at old Unele Ben as he said:
“If T can only serve as well as Lawrence
did and win a place in the navy I zhall be
thankful."

Now, while George was rejoicing with his
friends his mother was reading a lett r from
her brother in England which had Jast come
to her ou that very ship.
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The letter said: “If you ecare fur the
boy's future do not let himgotosea. Places
in the king’s navy are not easy to obtain. If
he begins as a sailor be will never be aught
eize,” and then the uncle went on to say:
“Rather than go to sea he had betier be a
prentice to a tinker, for at sea he will be
treated like a dog. He will be far betier off
as a planter than as a master of a Virginia
ship.”

The letter dropped from Mrs. Wazhing-
ton’s hand. *“He cannot go,” she said. ““This
letter shows me my mistake in ever granting
him my permission.”

Mrs. Washington sent at once for George.
“My son,” she said, “I have changed my
mind. You cannot go to sea."”

Young George looked as though ke had
not heard aright. “But, madam, you prom-
ized,” he gasped.

- @ @

“I know! I know!" she said, “but read
this letter from your uncle in England, and
You will understand.”

George read the letter and reread it.
An angry fiush mounted to his brow. *“And

why should my uncle interfere witlh my
plans?' he asked haughtily.

“I wrote anpd told hilm of your choice
and asked for his advice, and he has given
his frank opinion and I am thﬂukful nis let-
ter has come on time to save you from this
‘dog's life." "

“lL.awrence never called it a ‘dog’s life’
He encouraged me in my cholce,” rald
George quietly.
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Mme. Washington looked into the deter-
mined face of her son. She had wslways
commanded and he had always obeyed, but
this time would he yield? “My son, 1 have
decided that you must give up all thought
of going to sea, and find a suitable occupa-
tion upon the land.”

" Young George left her presence and went
out toward the river. He was angry and
disappointed. He looked at the boat in the
harbor. *“All my life I have longed for the
sea. Must I give it up now? No, I will go.
The permission was granted me once and
my brothers approve.” And for som« time
the boy walked up and down and argued
with himself. The struggle was a bpitter

one, but finally his love for his moth *r over-
came all his personal desires, and, walking
into the house, he stood before his mother
and said: “Madam, it shall be as you re-
quest.”

His mother knew what a struggle this
had been for the spirited jad, and she knew
that many a boy would have run away and
gone to sen anyway, but she knew that it
wus his great love for her that had held him.
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She was a proud woman and rarely

showed her feelings, but this time the tears
were streaming down her cheeks as ghe
kissed her tall son and she sald scftly:
“My son, I_thank you. and God grant that
You may never regret this cholee.”

He never did regret the cholee. Had he
disobeyved his mother and fellowed nls own
inclinations he would have always been
obliged to serve the king and he never would
have filled the place that he did in aftsr life.

He went bhack to school, and becaure he
excelled in mathematics he took up the
study of surveying, and as he was always
accurate and honest In all hiy dealings he
wus sent into the wilderuess to measure the
pew territory. This rough life in the wilder
ness fitted him for the life he led later.

" And so today we like to tell of the young
George Washington, for then we can better
appreclate the man George Washington, and
we all agree with the old saying that he was
“First In war, first in peace and first in the
hearts of his countrymen.”




